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The Pain of Sin 


by Ill be a knight 


Summary 


This is a story about two dark-haired boys, one is on the brink of destruction, the other 
believes he is indestructible. Things happen, a nightmare is released upon the two. Both 
think of a way out of the nightmare they have endured and caused. One regrets nothing as 
he quickly finds release. The other is consumed with nothing but regret as he struggles to 
find an escape. 


Notes 


I own HP merch that is it. 


If you are here because you want to cream your knickers for a perfect, fluffy Marauders fic, 
then Mischief Managed, this is not the story for you. 


Why I wrote this is on the endnotes. 


Massive thanks to DiandraStrikesBack 


See the end of the work for more notes 


‘“‘Everything...affects everything” — Jay Asher, 


This is a story about two dark-haired boys, one is on the brink of destruction, the other believes he 
is indestructible. Things happen, a nightmare is released upon the two. Both think of a way out of 
the nightmare they have endured and caused. One regrets nothing as he quickly finds release. The 
other is consumed with nothing but regret as he struggles to find an escape. Plus a third dark haired 
boy, who feels nothing at all. 


Thursday 18th June 1977 


Snape blinked owlishly, opening his burning eyelids after one meagre hour of sleep. He was 
amazed he’d gotten any after the worst day of his life. He rubbed his eyes free of rheum with the 
ball of his palm and groaned when his body protested as he slowly sat up. Aches and pains spread 
through his body, his joints cracking angrily. His left leg gave a sudden, violent jerk. Very slowly, 
he pushed himself from the mattress and moved towards the loo, willing his unsteady legs to 
support his pitiful eight and a half stone. 


He stood in front of the long mirror, using the sink in front of him to brace himself and stared at 
the form looking back with empty black eyes for some time. His reflection presented large dark 
shadows under his raw eyes, skin paler than ever, a knotted mess of hair atop his head. Carefully, 
he parted his lips to inspect his inflamed tongue, wincing in pain as he did so. He didn’t bother to 
brush his teeth, instead choosing to inch back to his bed. 


‘Oi, Snape —’ Avery called ten minutes later from beyond the wall of fabric. “You’re going to be 
late for lessons if you don’t get your skinny arse out of bed. Are you sick?’ he asked, his tone of 
voice contradicting his question and sounding more annoyed than concerned when Snape did not 
reply. 


Avery huffed in exasperation when Snape did not respond. "Whatever. I'll tell the teachers you are 
ill. It’s Thursday, and all our exams are concluded. I’m sure they won’t care about your absence.’ 
He left without another word. Snape sat on his bed, hugged his knees close to his chest and rocked 
himself back and forth slightly, for how long, he did not know as his mind raced with the images of 
the previous day. 


‘Who wants to see me take off Snivelly’s pants?’ The crowd cheered. 


There Snape hung, his black, second-hand, too-short robes fallen over his face, muffling his stream 
of swears and screams of protest to put him down, as he fought to cover himself. He slowly rotated 
in the air as his penis and hairy balls were on display. The congregation of students dissolved into 

roars of laughter, the loudest being Potter and Black. His face filled with blood, out of humiliation, 
rage, and anguish. 


‘I can’t pretend anymore. You’ve chosen your way, I’ve chosen mine.’ 
‘No — listen, I didn’t mean —’ 


‘“— to call me Mudblood? But you call everyone of my birth Mudblood, Severus. Why should I be 
any different?’ 


He struggled on the verge of speech, but with a contemptuous look, she turned and climbed back 
through the portrait hole. 


With one foot in front of the other, he trudged himself back to the dungeons. He did not hear the 
chatter or the sniggering the other students made as he passed them. His vacant eyes did not see 
the looks they gave him; he did not care. He saw, heard and felt nothing as his feet spontaneously 
moved his body toward his destination. He had lost everything in one day, his best friend, and his 
dignity, his hope, his will. He lost it all. Things couldn’t get any worse for him. 


Snape’s breath was drawn from his lungs when he was suddenly forced into a dark room. He spun 
on his heel with his wand held on guard and rotated on the spot. He gasped when someone took 
hold of him from behind, hooked their arms through his elbows and clutched his arms back, 
restricting his movements. Snape wiggled to get out of the hold, but his malnourished body was not 
as strong as his invisible assailant’s. Hands fastened over Snape's wand arm, bent his wrist at a 
right angle, making him cry out in pain, and forced his wand from his grip. 


Someone whispered ‘Lumos’ and he saw Potter and Black. They’d dragged him into one of the 
potion rooms used for years six and seven. Black was the one holding him from behind, and Potter 
had a hold of his wand. 


‘Let me GO!’ Snape yelled. 


Potter laughed airly. 


‘Poor, poor, Snivillus!’ Potter ridiculed in a mock baby voice. ‘All alone. Not a friend in the 
world.’ Potter started to circle Snape and Black, his predatory eyes on Snape, who tried to jerk 
free of Black’s grip. “You’ve done it now, Sniv.’ James said seriously. ‘You have lost Evans!' 
There was a triumphant tone in Potter's voice. ‘The one person who you had left who cared a tiny 
bit about your existence — gone.’ Potter stood in front of Snape and bent eye level. ‘Bye-bye.’ 
Potter waved mockingly to Snape, who thrust his head forward to headbutt, but Potter jolted back. 


‘You stay away from her!" Snape spat. 


Potter and Black laughed together. 'Or what? What are you going to do?' Potter taunted. ‘Now 
that you are finally out of the way, Lily Evans will be easy prey.’ Potter smirked. ‘No one says no 
to James Potter. I always get what I want — eventually.’ Sirius let out a chortle behind Snape, who 
looked horrified. 


'You dare,’ Potter bared his teeth, ‘to come to our common room and wait there until Evans 
appears! Potter sneered. 


Black sharply released Snape’s arms, and he staggered to the floor but quickly regained his feet. 


Snape opened his mouth to say something but Potter held up the black wand and twirled it in his 
fingers. 


‘What do we have to do,’ Potter started, ‘to get you to leave her alone for good, Snape?’ Potter 
passed the wand to Black, who looked exhilarated. Snape's eyes skittered from his wand to Black 
then to Potter. His rage was quickly extinguished as fear began vibrating through his bones, and 
he shook his head. Potter nodded, and Black pointed his wand at him. 


Screams filled the room as the shock hit him. Snape fell hard on his side, and he contorted in the 
unbearable pain that shot through every nerve in his body. The torture seemed to go on forever as 
knives hit every inch of his skin, he was going to die from this pain - then it stopped. 


Very slowly, his arms trembling, Snape raised his shoulders a few inches and lifted his head. His 
face was twisted in pain. Snape, panting and sweating frantically, managed to drag himself to his 
hands and knees. He could taste blood in his mouth; he had bitten his tongue. 


‘That felt so good!’ Black announced. ‘You have to try it, James!’ Potter said nothing, just stared at 
Snape, who was slowly rising onto unsteady feet. 


'You stay away from Evans. Don't you ever go near her again, do you hear me ?' Potter said, then 
spun on his heel, ‘Come on, let’s get out of here.’ 


But Black aimed the wand at its owner again. Snape's eyes widened in horror. 


‘No. Don't. Ple —' 


Snape let out a scream of pain as he collapsed where his legs bent in upon his body; he rolled over 
and began to shudder and jerk more violently than before ... He wanted to die. And then it stopped. 


Snape gasped for breath, and he shuddered uncontrollably in the fetal position as though having a 
fit. Snape laid there, unmoving except for the involuntary spasm of his limbs, for what felt like 
hours. The taste of blood in his mouth was more pronounced. He heard someone faintly say, 'That's 
enough! LET’S GO .' Heard receding footsteps and the door opening. But then someone started to 
kick him in the ribs. 


‘Sit up, you piece of shit,' Sirius said nastily, kicking until Snape sat up. He sat his weight 
supported by one arm, hair stuck to his face, mouth bleeding, eyes hooded, and breathed heavily. 


Black unceremoniously tossed Snape his wand back, which missed Snape's lap, clanged loudly on 
the stone wall and rolled away. 


'You won't — get away with — this,’ Snape breathed then spat some more blood out followed by a 
heave of bile. 


Black squatted, so he was level with Snape’s drooping head; the usual handsome face was now 
dark and ugly. 'Oh, yes we will. You see, our wands are squeaky clean. And who will Dumbledore 
believe, a slimy Slytherin or a golden Gryffindor.’ Sirius grinned. 


‘Come on, Sirius! Leave him.' James called from the door — for the first time sounding slightly 
troubled. 


Sirius stood and hovered over Snape like a threatening storm, 'What will Dumbledore say when he 
hears that you have cast an Unforgivable on a fellow student ... twice,' Black said darkly. 'Tut tut. 
And the evidence is all in your wand. You will be more than expelled; you will have a one-way 
ticket to Azkaban. ' 


‘Sirius! Come on!’ James called from the door. 


Black continued to hover over Snape, who felt even more threatened than before. There was 
something in Sirius’s dark, predatory eyes that he didn’t like. He whimpered when he slowly 
moved himself then inhaled a sharp breath when Black seized a fistful of hair and hauled his head 


back double. Black arched a sly brow and smirked. 


‘Now, this is what we are going to do,' he said as he unzipped his trousers with his free hand. 
Snape’s eyes nearly leapt from his skull. 'You are going to take what I give you.' He pulled out his 
half-hard cock and stroked himself to full hardness. 


'No-' Snape said desperately, 'No!' 


‘And if Iam satisfied, I may spare you mercy and not go to Dumbledore about you using 
Unforgivables.' 


‘No! Please!’ Snape cried. Snape shook his head vigorously, along with his body, which trembled 
violently, and not just from the curse. The grip in his hair tightened. 


Tf you even think about biting, you will lose your cock." 


Snape closed his eyes tightly and closed his lips in a fixed-line. He would not do this. He would 
not! He could feel his heart pounding frantically in his chest. 


Snape felt the moist, blunt head of Black's cock on his lips. A musky smell filled his nose, a smell 
that would never leave him. Snape’s shoulders jerked a few times as he gagged but stopped 
himself being sick with his lips firmly closed. Black rubbed his cock along the thin line of his lips. 


‘Come on, Snapey, be a good boy and take what I give you.' Black said pleasantly. Snape shook his 
head, his lips were so tight they hurt. 


Losing all pretence of patience now, Black's firm hands grasped each side of Snape's head, 'Take 
it, or I will force you, Snape!’ Black hissed viciously, then squeezed Snape's cheeks together, so his 
lips parted slightly. Sirius forced his dick into the dark boy’s mouth. Snape closed his eyes, 
praying to blackout, or better, for a quick death. 


Black's hands gripped hard onto the side of his head, fingers twisted in his hair, and hot tears 
streamed down his face as Snape clawed at Sirius’ legs trying to push him away. He gagged as the 
back of his throat was assaulted over and over and over. 


Snape did not know how long the torture went on; time had frozen. He could not think as all 
thoughts submerged in a fog of blankness. He could not feel anything except for the burn of acid 
that rose from his gut. All he could smell was Black and his musky vial cock! 


Fingers curled tightly in his hair as hot liquid pulsed in the back of his throat, Snape vomited. His 
sick spilt out the corner of his mouth along with Blacks seed; blackness enveloped him. 


The sun had set by the time he moved. Snape reached out for his school back and dug deep for his 
potions book. He sat cross-legged on the bed, using wandlight as he paged through the large book 
looking for a potion. Snape didn’t know what potion he was after, but would know when he saw it. 
He carefully searched his book thrice but failed to find what he needed. He growled hoarsely in 
frustration, then catapulted the book through the curtains of his four-poster. 


Snape thought back on the day and felt acid rise up his throat and he winced. His throat was badly 
bruised. He was raped and tortured by Sirius Black. All the while being threatened by a future in 
Azkaban. 


He had heard such horror stories about that place. They learned about Dementors that year, though 
he had heard of them before; the things that guard Azkaban. It was a horrible lesson. Snape recited 
in his head what his teacher said, ‘They are foulest creatures that walk this earth. They drain 
peace, hope and happiness out of the air around them. Get too near a Dementor and every good 
feeling, every happy memory, will be sucked out of you. If it can, the Dementor will feed on you 
long enough to reduce you to something like itself — soulless and evil. You'll be left with nothing 
but the worst experiences of your life. Most go mad within weeks.’ 


He shuddered at the thought and became more determined than ever to find this potion. 


Long after his dorm mates were asleep, Snape dressed quietly and left the deserted Slytherin 
common room. He kept his wand tight in his fist, walked close to the wall and journeyed straight to 
the library. He was walking cautiously down the vacant corridors and even managed to avoid 
Peeves. He needed to find a potion that would do what he wanted. 


‘Aholomora,’ Snape whispered but his hand jerked up just at the moment and the door opened with 
a loud click that echoed down the hall. Snape held still for some moments, praying that no one 
heard before he entered and occupied a small table at the back of the library and used his wand to 
provide light. He searched through the shelves quickly, picking out a selection of books, and 
carried a stack of potion and dark arts books to the table. He proceeded to examine the books one 
by one. 


The Essence of Insanity — A potion that presumably causes irrational behaviour, possibly 
inflicting the condition of insanity. 


‘No.’ And he flipped the page over angrily and again and again until he reached the last page and 
pulled over book two to find something else. 


Ageing Potion — A potion that, depending on the amount taken, ages the drinker to various ages. 


Snape thought for a heartbeat, then flipped the page with an angry, ‘No!’ 


A few pages into book four, he came across Draught of Living Death — A potion that places the 
taker in a state of sleep that makes them seem like they are dead. ‘Hmmm,’ he dog-eared the page 
to come back to it later, in case he saw something better. 


° 


Laxative Potion — ‘No. 


Snape decided that the best thing he’d come across was the Draught of Living Death 


The Draught of Living Death brings upon its drinker a very powerful sleep that can last 
indefinitely. This draught is very dangerous if not used with caution ... Execute with maximum 
caution. Half a teaspoon is enough to put a grown adult man into a powerful deep sleep.’ 


Snape glanced down at his watch. It was eight am so he packed away the books quickly, snuck out 
of the library and locked the door with the book in his arm. Just as he turned the corner he heard 


Pince’s heels clack on the floor towards the library. He proceeded to the students' potions lab. 
Slughorn always let him use it, knowing his deep interest in the subject and his high marks. 


Snape walked down the marble staircase, his book clutched to his chest, and he heard the clatter of 
cutlery and gentle laughter of early morning chatter as students began their breakfast. He should be 
smelling the aroma of bacon, sausages, and toast, but instead, all he could smell was Black. Snape 
stood there for a couple of minutes and listened to the sounds. He felt he could enter the crowded 
room, scream at the top of his lungs and no one would even lookup. 


Snape drew up a cauldron, set it atop a bunsen burner, and began to cut the Sopophorous beans the 
recipe called for. He measured and emptied standard potioning water and African Sea Salt into the 
beaker. After he let it sit for five minutes, he slowly tipped all the water into the cauldron. 


Snape began to sweat as the potion's potent fumes bubbled up alongside his nerves. His shoulders 
jerked or his head twitched a few times but apart from that, everything was going according to 
plan; his potion now resembled a smooth, blackcurrant-coloured liquid, just as the book directed. 
Snape carefully poured the Sopophorous beans juice and added seven drops of reduced liquid from 
the beaker. Half an hour later, sweat dripping off the end of his nose, he had to leave the potion to 
settle for two and a half minutes and then add one small piece of Valerian root. Finally, it was 
done. Even over the scents of the potions, all he smelled was Black and it made his stomach churn. 


Snape emptied the potion into a long test tube, placed a stopper and drew it to eye level. Admiring 
his work, he smiled blankly, then pocketed it and returned the book to the library. 


‘Oi, Snape!’ Snape heard when he was about to enter the stairs to the dungeons. He froze, and in 
what felt like super slow motion, he rotated to see Black now a foot away from him, Potter moving 
towards them. He said nothing, just stared expressionlessly. 


‘Hope you enjoy Azkaban, Snivy.’ Black taunted, his posture tall and erect. ‘I think I’d rather die 
than go there.’ He looked at Potter, who nodded. 


Most go mad within weeks. Snape's chest felt empty and numb, let them say whatever they wanted; 
he did not care. He gazed at them with a vacant expression, his black eyes glazed over. Snape said 
nothing and did not respond in any way. Potter and Black frowned deeply at the lack of response. 
Snape's shoulder shrugged and head jerked, but he pretended not to notice. 


‘Has he become retarded or something?’ Black made a deformed face, his mouth sagging open and 
his eyes rolling and he barked a laugh. 


Black grinned nastily at Snape, and the pair turned and left. 


Snape dragged his feet back to the dungeons, using all the effort he had left on the journey. He 
walked until he stood outside the entrance to Slytherin. He muttered the password, strode through 
the empty common room, and, at a snails' pace, he descended the steps further beneath Hogwarts to 
his dormitory. Releasing a deep sigh, Snape dropped on his bed, rolled over, gazing up at the top of 
his canopy for a few minutes, then sat up. He looked around the empty room, feeling nothing, 
absolutely nothing. He pulled the curtains closed and sat cross-legged in the middle of his bed for 
what felt like aeons. 


Snape had lost everything in one day: his best friend, his dignity, his hope, his will to carry on. 
He’d lost it all. He had nothing left. He felt hollow. He had felt weighed down for years, as though 
every day he woke up, an extra stone was added to the invisible bag that weighed on his back. But 


with this most recent endurance of torture, the seams had finally split, and he couldn’t carry even 
one more rock. 


Flickering images filled his mind as his potion-stained fingers reached for the tube in his robes to 
finish what he’d started. 


His father — You useless waste of space. Freak boy. 

Potter and Black — They tried to kill me, Sir! 

Lily — We'll still be best friends won't we, at Hogwarts? Always, Sev. 

Potter and Black — It’s more the fact that he exists. 

His mum — Ain't no place safer than Hogwarts. You'll be much happier there. Protected. 


Black - If I am satisfied, I may spare you mercy and not go to Dumbledore. 


Snape pulled the stopper off the potion with a small pop, and without hesitation, tipped the whole 
potion down his throat in hope and without regret. 


He was not going to Azkaban. He was not going to be raped again. He would be rid of that smell 
that was forever up his nose. 


“What were you doing with Snape?’ Remus asked suspiciously when James and Sirius caught up 
with him on the other side of the Entrance Hall. His eyes lingered on Snape, who looked spaced 
out, almost as if he was under the Imperius Curse. Perpetually despondent. 


‘Oh, you know - just a friendly chit chat between friends,’ Sirius said with a cold grin. ‘Come on, 
let's get to History of Magic.’ They all groaned and followed other Gryffindors and Hufflepuffs to 
Professor Binns' class. 


Remus looked over his shoulder and before they exited the Entrance Hall, Snape was gone. 


‘Do you think he was looking a bit - er - odd this morning? I mean, odder than usual,’ Remus said 
randomly as they reached the Entrance Hall, which was packed with people queuing for lunch. The 
Marauders were at the tail end of the line. 


‘Who?’ James asked, bewildered, then ruffled up his black hair to make it more untidy when he 
noticed a group of girls a few spots in front of them. 


‘Snape!’ Remus said. James, Sirius and Peter turned to him; Sirius curled his lip as though Remus 
had just offended him, Peter gagged and James just stared at him in ponder. 


‘Snape? No. He still looked like a slimy, greaseball Slytherin to me,’ Sirius said, unconcerned, and 
Peter laughed harder than was necessary. 


‘All right, Pete. It wasn’t that funny!’ James rolled his eyes. 


‘Snape wasn’t in Defence yesterday. It is not like him to skip classes,’ Remus told quietly as they 
all sat down and piled their plates with beef casserole and dumplings a few minutes later. 


‘Who bloody cares?’ Sirius said in a tone of annoyance after he washed down some mashed potato 
with some pumpkin juice. 'Fucks sake,’ he said under his breath. 


Remus glanced over to the Slytherin table and scanned it to find the dark-haired Slytherin but 
failed to seek him out. None of the other Slytherins seemed to notice his disappearance. 


After lunch they moved together into the crowd, their school bags slung over their shoulders, 
buffeting the shorter kids in the face, creating a small space in their slipstream. They hurried to the 
desk at the back of the room once they reached the potion’s lab and drew their books, quill and ink 
from their bags and waited for Slughorn to start the registration. 


‘Snape?’ Slughorn paused, then looked up. ‘Snape?’ He glanced around. “Where is Severus 
Snape?’ Other heads were now looking around the room as though they might see him where 
Slughorn didn't. A deep line formed between Slughorn's eyes. 


‘Has anyone seen Mr Snape today?’ he asked. The class remained silent. 


‘I saw him this morning, Sir,’ Remus spoke out in the quiet room. James and Sirius whipped their 
heads towards him. “But it was only fleeting. He was heading down here, to the dungeons - I - I 
assume.’ 


Slughorn looked at him through fat squinted eyes; he too knew Snape never skipped classes, least 
of all Potions. 


‘Ok, class. You continue with the potion you were working on in the last lesson. You should finish 
and have enough time to write a conclusion on the said potion.’ The room filled with the shuffling 
bags, scrapes of chairs and murmurs of whispers as Slughorn slipped quietly out of the room. 


“Wonder what’s going on?’ Peter asked as he dropped into the armchair by the fireplace. 


Slughorn's large form rushed into their lessons, panting hard, was as grey as a ghost and sweaty. He 
ordered everyone except for Slytherins to go back to their common rooms immediately and stay 
put - Slytherin was ordered to the Great Hall. Food would be made available on order from the 
house-elves. 


The room buzzed with excited students, all coming up with their own theories. 
‘Maybe someone has blown up the Slytherin common room?’ Someone hoped. 


‘Maybe someone has broken in and gravely attacked a fellow student?’ Another guessed; James 
and Sirius received a few glances. 


‘Maybe the Chamber of Secrets has been opened again and they are interrogating the Slytherins 
over it now,’ Peter added. 


‘No idea, mate,’ Sirius said nonplussed. He slouched in the middle of the sofa, his arms 
outstretched over the back of the sofa, his boot-covered feet resting lazily on the edge of the table, 
‘Who cares? At least it gets us out of lessons.’ 


‘Well, whatever has happened, it must be something really serious for us to be banished to our 
rooms until further notice.’ Remus expressed. “Even us prefects and the head boy and girl have 
been ordered to stay inside our houses,’ he added, his mind going wild to think of what could have 
happened. 


It wasn’t until Sunday afternoon that they were allowed out of their common rooms, when they 
were called to the Great Hall. A lot of students were frustrated at being locked in for two days. 
James and Sirius were grumpiest by far; they tried to convince Peter to turn into a rat and find out 
what was going on, but Lupin managed to talk all three out of the foolhardy plan. 


Moving together into the crowd filled with curious chatter, the boys noticed everyone was just as 
confused as they were. 


When they entered the hall, Remus saw at once that something was wrong. The Great Hall, which 
was normally bright and warm, was now gloomy. The din of hundreds of talking teenagers echoed 


off stone walls as they took seats on benches laid out. 


Remus took a seat next to Peter and glanced up at the head table. The staff looked mournful, 
Professor Slughorn had his head bowed, McGonagall stood straight with her hands clasped at her 
front and face straight but eyes on the floor. Sprout looked like she had been crying. 


Dumbledore stood up, and the hall fell silent at once. 


‘I suppose you all have many questions as to why you have been isolated all weekend and now 
called here,’ he started, and many looked at him quizzically. “There is no way to put this gently.’ 
Dumbledore took a deep breath, closed his eyes, paused for a moment and slowly opened them. 
‘There has been an unfortunate occurrence, and a student has died.’ 


Many students gasped loudly. Remus' stomach felt like lead! He knew immediately who that 
student was! 


‘Severus Snape was found Friday afternoon.’ A panicked whisper swept the Great Hall. Slytherins 
all looked back and forth to each other, muttering and horror etched on their faces. Dumbledore 
looked perfectly calm as he watched them mutter themselves into silence. 


‘We do not suspect foul play, but I can not stress enough that if anyone has any intelligence that 
may have resulted in this, please come forward.’ 


Every stunned, frightened face in the Hall was on Dumbledore. Remus glanced to the side of Peter 
to see Sirius was slouched slightly and tapped a foot as though bored. James’ eyes were fixed front 
unblinking, and he looked scared. Remus sought out a face in the crowd, his eyes settling on Lily 
Evans with her face in her hands and a friend's arm around her. 


The journey from the Great Hall to Gryffindor tower felt like the longest one that James Potter had 
ever walked. He walked in stunned silence, the noise of whispering students around him muffled. 
His mind raced, blood thumped in his ears and sweat formed on his brow. 


James lowered himself slowly into the chair, shoulders slumped and eyes on the floor. What 
happened? Where did he die? How did he die? Dumbledore hadn’t specified any details. But 
people theorised it was in Slytherin House, as those students were not allowed back into their 
dorms until today. He glanced up when he heard someone say Snape’s name; it was Lily. She was 
sobbing into some tissues as a friend caressed her. Of course, she would, they were friends for 
years, before Hogwarts even, and the love of friendship doesn’t dissolve overnight - no matter what 
had happened days previously. 


‘Lily -’ he rasped, and she glanced up at him, her eyes red and puffy, gave him a look of pure 
dislike and swept out of the portrait hole with her friend calling after her, “No, Lily, wait!’ 


‘Well, Fuck!’ Sirius said casually. James' hazel eyes moved to Sirius’s form, lounging on the sofa. 
His head rested on one arm cushioned by his laced gloves and his feet crossed over the opposite 
armrest, leaving no room for anyone else to sit. “Now that I did not expect.’ 


A faint line formed between James’ brows, and he sat and stared at his best friend for a while. Did 
he not care? Snape was dead. Because of them. James was aware that Sirius had a nasty side, that 
he could get carried away with his pranks - James knew because he was always there, joining in. 
James, and everyone else, knew Sirius had a temper inherited by a long line of so-called noble 
blood. 


James admitted he could be a cruel, arrogant bastard himself a lot of the time, even unsympathetic, 
but he still had a conscience. 


It was Sirius's idea, ‘ We can get him out of Hogwarts indefinitely, if we make it look like he 
attempted an Unforgivable - he will be gone from Hogwarts without access to Evans. Expelled.’ 
James was all in on the idea. From the previous year’s lessons, he learned that to cast a Crucio 
successfully you need to mean it. You need to really want to cause pain — to enjoy it. Knowing this, 
James thought the most Sirius would be able to do was knock Snape off his feet. 


He watched, horror-struck when Sirius successfully cast not one by two Crucios; ear-piercing 
screams filled his ears. Worse, James stood frozen on the spot, he couldn't move from shock and 
terror when Sirius sexually assaulted Snape. The noise of Snape gagging, the sight of him clawing 
at Sirius to let him go, and Sirius holding his head still as he pushed himself into Snape made him 
want to be sick. 


But what turned his stomach more than anything, what frightened him the most, was the contorted, 
maniacal smile on Sirius’s face when Snape passed out after the assault. 


It - it was not the Sirius he knew. ‘Come on, let's go!’ Sirius said so coolly as James stood 
transfixed on the spot. He nearly jumped out of his skin when Sirius pushed him to move him out 
the room. It all happened so fast, and yet seemed to play out in slow motion. 


James didn't recognise this Sirius. When did he develop a nasty side that consisted of remorseless 
attempted murder? Of Unforgivables? Of - of ra - sexual assault? Though James knew he was no 
better, that he was equally guilty. He went along with it, teasing him about Azkaban too - agreeing 
that he would rather die than go there. He didn’t stop Sirius from forcing himself on Snape; he 
should have! He should have, but he couldn’t, he couldn’t move his feet. They felt glued to the 
floor. 


He should have stopped Sirius. And now Snape was dead. Because of them. Because of him. They 
had blood on their hands, their souls were stained. 


James glanced at his hands and scrubbed them furiously on his trousers. He pushed himself off the 
chair sharply and heard Sirius call him as he ran up the stairs two at a time to the bathroom. He 
closed the door, but didn’t make it to the toilet before he bent double and threw up over the floor; 
he vomited until his stomach brought up nothing but bile and acid. 


At eleven o'clock the next morning, the four Gryffindors were in their own compartment, heading 
home on the Hogwarts Express. They spent much of the journey playing Exploding Snap; the 
winner stays on. James played a couple of rounds but, on the whole, sat by the window staring out 
at the blurred scenery, and nodded ‘mm,’ ‘yeah,’ ‘ok’ every so often, forcing a laugh when 
appropriate. 


When the lunch trolley arrived, Sirius bought a large pile of cauldron cakes and pumpkin pasties. 
Sirius and Peter whiled away most of the journey playing wizard chess and Remus read the Daily 
Prophet, ‘There is nothing yet in the Prophet about all of this,’ Remus said softly. Everyone 
ignored him, bar James, whose eyes flickered in his direction. 


‘Will you stop doing that?’ Sirius snapped at James after they had finished the last cauldron cake, 
and the skies started to turn ruby red. 


‘Doing what?’ he replied. 


“You keep rubbing your hands on your trousers, and it's quite annoying. At least wait until we get 
home to have a wank,’ He was the only one to laugh at his joke. 


‘Sorry. I didn’t even know I was doing it.’ 


‘I've got a bad case of the 3:00 am guilts - you know, when you lie in bed 
awake and replay all those things you didn't do right? Because, as we all 
know, nothing solves insomnia like a nice warm glass of regret, depression and 
self-loathing.’ — D.D. Barant. 


1st September 1977 


‘Did you have a good summer?’ Remus asked when the foursome of them got settled into a 


compartment on the train back to Hogwarts. 


Sirius snorted, ‘Yeah, if you call Mr Buzzkill here not wanting to do anything but study or sleep. 
Not even fly!’ Sirius pouted and Remus gave James a curious look. 


‘He’s started sleepwalking too!’ Sirius leaned forwards to Remus and whispered as if James wasn't 
there. 


“‘What’s the matter?’ Remus asked James, voice full of concern. 


James shrugged, ‘Just not sleeping well, that’s all. You know my mum isn’t very well?’ Remus 
gave a consoling nod. ‘It's probably due to that.’ James half lied. His mum wasn’t well, that much 
was true, but that was not the reason for his sleepless nights. 


‘Maybe speak to Madame Pomfrey when we get to school?’ Remus suggested; James's shoulders 
lifted into a half shrug. 


The summer had not been kind to James. Whilst Sirius snored loudly and had a pleasant, dreamless 
sleep night after night, he barely slept. 


James didn’t know how Sirius slept so soundly after everything he (they) had done. Did he have no 
shame, no morals, no soul ? Was his soul as black as his name? Surely he wasn’t that heartless? 
But then, James’s mind kept flashing back to six months previous when Sirius played that trick on 
Snape which nearly got him killed. 


* What the fuck you doing?’ James screamed at him when he got hold of Sirius later that night. ‘He 
could have been killed!!’ 


‘He deserved it!’ Sirius snorted. ‘Sneaking around, trying to find out what we were doing.’ 
‘And you think that warrants him being dead?’ 


Sirius scoffed. ‘I hate the bastard! 


‘T hate him too, but I don’t want him DEAD! What the fuck is wrong with you?!’ James hissed. No 
one deserved that, not even Snape! 


There was a long pause between the two when James understood that Sirius was not going to 
answer that, he continued. 


‘Did you not even stop to think of Remus in all of this?’ James continued. ‘That he would become a 
murderer, expelled, arrested - or even destroyed?’ 


Even then, Sirius showed very little remorse for his actions. And now the torture and - the - the 
assault. 


He had never spoken to Sirius about what they did in that room, it was as though it never 
happened. Why? Why did he not say, you are a monster! You need help!? 


Because he and Sirius had been best friends since their very first train ride to Hogwarts. He had 
supported him when his family kicked him out. He loved Sirius, he was the brother he never had. 
Sirius loved him and would die for him. He was a good and loyal friend. 


James however, hadn’t been falling asleep until the sky began to glow pink. He tossed and turned, 
punched his pillow in frustration, and nearly cried for sleep to overtake him. On the rare occasions 
that he did get to sleep before midnight, he was haunted by nightmares. 


Dreams of bloody hands that would never clean, where he would cry, begging for the blood spots 
to come out. Dream of ear-piercing screams, of Snape, hovering over him, his mouth dripping with 
blood, semen and vomit; he woke up with a start and was violently sick when he awakened. On 
those nights, he was also found sleepwalking. The first time he did it, he laughed in surprise; 
Sleepwalking? Yeah right. But Sirius and his mum confirmed that he did. He had walked to the 
bathroom, and they found him washing his hands muttering a jumble of apologies and incoherent 
words to himself. 


So James found himself dozing during the day when he wasn’t studying, or reading or showering. 
He had lost any passion for flying or Quidditch. Just did not appeal to him anymore - 


‘James!’ Sirius snapped, which made James start. 


“What?’ he hissed. 


“You’re doing it again! Stop it!’ Sirius growled. Remus and Peter looked nervously at Sirius then 
to James. James looked down, and he was, his hands scrubbing his thighs. 


Sirius cruised into the Great Hall, with Remus and Peter following. The ceiling was serenely blue 
and streaked with frail, wispy clouds, just like the squares of sky visible through the high 
mullioned windows. 


‘There you are!’ Sirius said, he showed a tiny hint of annoyance at James not waiting for him in the 
dormitory. He swung his leg over the bench where James was sitting. James had the Prophet laid 
out on the table and was reading with an untouched bow! of porridge in front of him, a spoon hung 
lazily between his fingers. 


‘Couldn’t sleep. So I came down early,’ he said quickly without even a glance up. 


“You do look tired.” Remus commented while he tucked into porridge. 


“Yeah, well, so would you if you had to listen to this one,’ he jabbed his clean spoon at Peter, 
‘waffling on in his sleep and that one,’ he jabbed towards Sirius, “snoring like a fog horn!’ his eyes 
went back to the paper. 


After breakfast, they remained in their places, awaiting Professor McGonagall’s descent from the 
staff table. The distribution of timetables was more complicated than usual this year, for Professor 
McGonagall needed first to confirm that everybody had achieved the necessary O.W.L. grades to 
continue with their chosen N.E.W.T.s. 


Sirius, Remus, and James were cleared to continue with Charms, Defence Against the Dark Arts, 
Transfiguration, and Potions and handed over a times table. 


‘Professor?’ James said just as she turned to Peter. 


“Yes, Potter?’ 


‘I - er - don’t wish to continue Potions.” McGonagall's brows bumped together in a scowl, Sirius, 
Peter, and Remus gasped. 


‘I beg your pardon?’ McGonagall said, punctuating each word as though they had personally 
offended her. ‘Potions is one of your best subjects, Potter.’ 


‘I know, I - I just don’t want to do it anymore,’ James said in what he hoped was a kind voice. 


‘T just don’t want to do it! Okay!’ James snapped sharply at his three friends, a few minutes later 


after McGonagall had moved onto another student, when they frantically tried to get out of him 
why he no longer wanted to do potion, trying to convince him to take it. 


The weeks went by faster than he could have imagined, and they were lambasted with tons of 
homework, more than they had ever had before in their first weeks. 


James enjoyed all the extra homework and studying, as it kept his mind busy. Sirius thought he had 
gone insane. Sirius was still trying to convince James to take Potions, claiming he could catch up 
easily; James refused. 


Everything was fine for James during the day. During the day, his mind was preoccupied with 
work and his hands were kept busy from scrubbing his thighs. It was after the sun had set that he 
wished lobotomies were still common practice. 


At night, when the room was silent, and his roommates were asleep, the distant screams from the 
dungeons assaulted his ears. The more he tried to block the noise, the more pronounced it became. 
He saw the blood, vomit and semen run down Snape's chin and drip on the floor. He caught sight 
of Sirius’ deranged expression after the brutal assault. 


James often cried silently in frustration because his brain wouldn't let him sleep. Whilst the other 
three boys slept, he laid there, raw eyes stared blankly up at the canopy. He wished he had a time 
turner and so he could go back six months. 


He would lay there until his legs began to twitch, his body tingled and his hands trembled, due to 
his nightly insomnia. When this started, he went and sat on the window ledge and watched the still 
grounds of Hogwarts. Other nights he went to the common room and sat in the darkness, except for 
the moonlight that penetrated through the tall rounded window at a slant. 


Once, he took his invisibility cloak and wandered the deserted Hogwarts corridors. After an hour of 
walking, he found himself outside the sixth year potions class. Once he observed where he was, he 
started to sweat and breathe in short, hard gasps. He felt bile rise and his hands shake. He ran as 
fast as he could back to Gryffindor tower and decided never to do that again. 


Remus noticed the change in James before they parted for the summer, ever since they were sat in 
the Great Hall and were told about Snape. But this term, the changes were even more pronounced, 
James was intensely focused on his work, no longer desired to go on any more ‘adventures’, didn't 
even want to sneak to the kitchens to get some food. 


James and Sirius never laughed like they used to. The former hardly spoke to anyone, he talked, 
sure, but he didn't converse anymore. And as much as James tried to hide it, he hardly ever slept, 
and Remus knew it. He would hear his dorm mate writhing in his bed for hours or getting up after 
midnight when James assumed everyone was asleep. Sometimes, Remus followed silently, just to 
make sure he was ok. Usually, he simply sat at a small table in the common room and stared out of 
the window. 


It was as if James had cocooned himself. 


The strong October wind thrust bullet-sized raindrops onto the thin windows and awakened Remus 
one night. He reached for his wand from under his pillow, ‘Temus’ he whispered, and when 2:34 
shimmered above him, he let out a groan. Remus blinked a few times until his eyes focused on the 
low light and leaned upon his elbow to glance around; specifically to James’s bed. James was 

gone. For once, James had managed to fall asleep before midnight, before any of them, and now he 
was gone. 


Remus sat up slowly and placed his foot on the floor but instinctively pulled back with a hiss at the 
coldness of the stone beneath him. 


He wrapped himself up tightly in his dressing gown and walked to the door, Sirius gave a snort in 
his sleep, which made him jump. Very quietly, Remuspadded softly down the stairs towards the 
common room. Remus paused on a step, foot poised above the step below him, when he heard 
some water running coming from the boy's toilets. He stepped down the three steps to the door to 
the toilets and pressed his ear against it. He could hear a mixture of mumbling and water. 


With his palm flat on the wood, he slowly pushed the door open to see James standing inside, 
above the sink with his head bowed. James held a Muggle nail brush and was furiously scrubbing 
his hands whilst mumbling something Remus couldn't quite hear. 


‘James?' Remus whispered. James didn't reply. Remus stepped over the threshold and tried again. 
Twice more the blonde called, but James’ eyes were locked up on his hands as he focused intently 
on scrubbing them. As Remus drew closer, he could understand more of what James was saying. 
Through the sounds of water and scrubbing it sounded like a mixture of, 'It's all my fault,’ 'I'm 
sorry,’ and Remus could swear, swear he thought James said, ‘Snape.’ But he was mumbling, so it 
was hard to decipher specifically what he said. 


‘James?’ he said and pressed his hand to James' arm. The dark-haired boy made no indication that 
he was there. Then it hit him: James was sleepwalking. 


Remus slowly turned off the tap, gently took the nail brush out of James’ grip, lightly turned him 
towards the door and guided him carefully towards his bed. James sank under his duvet and drifted 
back to sleep. Remus kept his eyes on him the rest of the night, and thereafter for the rest of the 
week. 


James took his usual walk to the common room, now his favourite place to go during the early 
hours of the morning. As he reached the bottom step, he noticed the few embers still glowing in the 
fireplace, turning all the armchairs into hunched, black shadows. James noticed he was not alone, 
that another Gryffindor was awake, finding solace in the cosiness of the common room. Gingerly, 
he walked around the room to see who it was. She had a blanket drawn up to their chin, her feet 
tucked under herself and wore her long, dark red hair up in a ponytail. Her beautiful green eyes 
stared blankly at the nearly dead fire. Lily Evans was truly a sight for James’s sore eyes. 


"You couldn't sleep either?’ James asked quietly, making her jump. She raised her chin to see who 
had spoken. 


To his astonishment, she didn't scowl at him. 'No,' she said flatly and dropped her head. 


"Why can't you sleep?’ she asked but sounded like she could care less. 


‘Oh - er - you know how it is, so much work your brain gets overstimulated and can't turn off.’ He 
half laughed. 


‘T have noticed you working more and playing less.' James's brows shot to the top of his forehead. . 


"Why can you not sleep?’ He returned, not knowing how to reply to her comment. 


Lily lifted her right shoulder in a half shrug, 'Oh, you know. Just things.’ 


The two sat there in silence for the rest of the morning. 


Monday morning, Sirius and Peter went downstairs early for breakfast, which left Remus alone 
with James. 


‘James,’ Remus asked, ‘Are you ok?’ 


James stared at Remus for an eternity, struck by the question. Are you ok? No, he was not ok. He 
was far from ok. On the very edge of a mental breakdown, he would say. 


‘Tm fine, Remus,’ James smiled at him, but Remus squinted his eyes in disbelief. ‘Why do you 
ask?’ James swung his bag over his shoulder and headed to the door, not expecting an answer. 


Remus thought for a moment and decided to twist the truth. “You have been talking in your sleep,’ 
Remus said. James stilled in his step, his hand on the doorknob. He let go and stayed there for a 
long minute before he turned, looked up at Remus and locked onto the other boy’s hazel eyes. 


‘Oh?' Was all he said, the muscles in his face tightened. They held eye contact for what felt like 
ages before he spoke again, ‘And what exactly did I say?' he whispered. 


Remus looked like he was doing some careful thinking before he answered. 'I couldn't make out 
much, you were mumbling, but something about how it was all your fault.’ 


James' body stiffened at the remark, and his eyes darkened, then, after a very long few seconds, he 
laughed. 


"Well, Merlin knows what that is about. Come on mate, let's go get breakfast.’ And he forced a 
smile. He knew Remus didn't believe a word of what he said. 


James walked down to the common room, the evidence of the Halloween party Gryffindor held 
earlier that night was scattered over the floor or draped over a chair. Lily was back, he saw when 
he carefully stepped through the mess of paper cups, fake spider webs and other decorations on 
the floor. 


‘We should stop meeting like this,’ James said with a slightly humorous tone. He gave Lily a weak 
smile which was not returned. He lowered himself into the usual chair. And there was silence 
between the two. A few times now James had seen Lily in the common room in the dead of night, 
whilst everyone else was sleeping. Mostly they just sat there in silence. 


James looked at Lily, her green eyes sparkling in the low light of the dying fire. 


‘Are you thinking about him?’ James asked. This was the first time he’d had the courage to 
mention ‘him’ to her at all, or anyone at all. She glanced his way and instantly her eyes filled with 
tears. ‘Are you ok?’ She didn’t answer, just stared into the nearly deceased fire. 


‘’'m sorry,’ James said, sincerely. ‘I know you were friends for a long time -’ 


‘Oh, fuck off, Potter.’ She spat as a hot tear rolled quickly down each cheek and made James jump. 
‘Don’t act as if you care. Don’t act like you actually give a shit he is gone!’ she said with so much 
contempt in her voice. 


‘Well,’ she snorted, “you probably do care that he is gone, as now you have lost your favourite play 
toy.’ 


James was lost for words - he didn’t know what to say as he stared at her, her cheeks shimmering 
from tears in the low light. Lily suddenly started crying in earnest. Her head bowed into her hands, 
her shoulders shuddering as she wept. James wanted to move to her, to comfort her, but hesitated 
and remained sitting. 


‘It’s - all - my - fault!’ She sobbed through her hands, James looked up at her, his eyes wide. 


‘Sorry? What is all your fault?’ 


‘Tam the reason he killed himself.’ She hiccuped and looked up at James's shocked eyes. 


‘NO! It is not!’ he told her firmly and pushed himself up from the chair with determination. ‘It is 
not!’. 


‘It is! I as good as told him I never wanted to see him again.’ And she sobbed harder and harder. 
Cautiously, James moved to sit next to her on the sofa. He extended his hand to touch her but 
withdrew quickly. 


‘Lily,’ he said softly and she looked up at him using her given name, her eyes bloodshot and puffy. 
‘This is not your fault. I promise you. I -’ But he paused, he was sure she didn’t hear him as she 
was crying so hard. 


Lily thought this was all her fault. She, too, was consumed with guilt. When it was not her fault. It 
was his, his fault. And Sirius, who didn’t even give a shit! 


1st November 1977 


James was woken from the rare few hours of sleep he had had to Sirius bouncing around the room 
and Remus hissing at him to ‘shut the fuck up, James is asleep!’ 


‘Hogsmead weekend! Come on James, get up,’ Sirius sang loudly as he shook James awake with 
excitement. 


‘Fuck sake, Sirius! For once, stop being a selfish prick and leave him to sleep!’ He heard Remus 
whisper with uncharacteristic anger. 


Sirius scoffed, ‘All the lazy wanker does is sleep!’ He retorted. 


‘What's matter?’ James said groggily as he rolled over and peeled his eyes open and blinked rapidly 
at the streaks of autumn light that assaulted his eyes. 


‘Hogsmead! You haven’t forgotten, have you?’ Sirius said, who was fully dressed. James glanced 
at Remus over Sirius’ shoulder who sent him an apologetic look. 


‘Oh, right.’ James sat up against his headboard and rubbed his eyes awake. 


‘Common, let’s go to the pub and celebrate my coming of age on Monday.’ 


‘Oh, no thanks.’ James said through a yawn. 


Sirius ceased his excitement, and stood still, ‘Fucking what?’ Sirius said low, stunned. 


‘lm not going’ James repeated. He swung his legs over the bed, reached for his torn jeans, slipped 
one leg into each hole stood and wiggled them over his hips and zipped them up. 


“Yes, the fuck you are!’ Sirius scowled at him, his voice stern and dominating. 


‘Sorry, but I’m just not in the mood. I don’t want to go!’ 


Peter, who sensed a row arising, stepped out of the room unnoticed, but Remus remained behind. ‘I 
just don’t want to.’ James said as he reached for a plain white t-shirt and pulled it on. 


There was a pregnant pause. 


‘When did you become such a fucking poofter?’ He growled, furious at James. 


James stilled. It was like someone had extinguished the wick of a candle that had been threatening 
to die for months. 


“WHEN DID YOU BECOME SUCH A BLACK-HEARTED MONSTER" James roared, and 
from nowhere, his fist connected hard with Sirius’ jaw. Sirius fell back into Remus, who caught 
him. 


Sirius was too shocked to react. James had never hit him before, no one had ever hit Sirius Black 
before. Jame’s was unnerved, he had just hit someone capable of torture, of rape! But he refused to 
let the fear show. Sirius pushed out of Remus’ hold and massaged his jaw which was already 
shading for a bruise. He stood in front of James; eyes full of rage. 


‘Fine’, he said quietly through clenched teeth. ‘Stay here. Like I give a shit!’ And he stormed out 
of the room slamming the door so hard the windows vibrated. James let out a long breath of relief 
and dropped to his bed. 


Remus watched James for a while, who was trembling all over, his breathing was uneven. 


‘Just, go,’ he said quietly to Remus his voice quivered. 


Remus turned and walked to the door, took out his wand and tapped the knob so it locked and 
silenced, then walked back to James who sat on the edge of his bed, shoulders slumped and his 
head bowed. Remus sat next to him and hooked an arm around James’s trembling shoulders. 


‘Have you noticed a change in Sirius this year?’ James asked into his hands after a very long pause. 


‘He still seems to be the same selfish, arrogant fool as always,’ Remus answered with a half-laugh. 
“You, however,’ Remus continued cautiously, James looked up at him, ‘I have noticed a 
considerable change in you.’ James didn’t ask him why, James knew why. 


‘James?’ he asked soothingly after another long pause. ‘What is your fault?’ James stayed silent. 


‘James, you’ ve always helped me when I’m at my worst. I’d be more than happy to return the 
favour,’ he said softly. Another pause of silence. 


“You've never held my...furry little problem against me,’ Remus said with a sad smile. ‘I’m sure 
whatever you're going through, I can handle.’ James sat there, quiet and still for long minutes. 


‘Are you ok?’ At those three words, James' foundations collapsed. 


‘And Lily thinks it’s all her fault!” James sobbed into Remus’ chest with one of Remus’ arms over 
his shoulder after he told him every little detail of what had happened. 


Remus unearthed why James sleepwalks, why he barely slept and what he saw when he slept. He 
discovered why he incessantly scrubs his hands on his trousers. He found out why he dropped 
Potions. Why James hardly laughed anymore. He also learnt that their friend, Sirius Black, was a 
monster with a heart of stone. Sirius Black needed to pay for what he did. Remus felt positively 
sick with what he just heard, but kept his face perfectly neutral - for James’s sake. 


‘What if the person he is turning into is irreversible?’ 


Turing into?! He has turned, not turning. Remus thought. He had performed Unforgivables, and 
raped another boy! He is a sociopath! 


The pair sat and after everything went quiet, Remus spoke, ‘James, what do you value more? Your 
friend, or your sanity?’ 


‘What - what do you mean?’ Sore hazel eyes glanced up. 


‘This is going to eat you alive, from the inside out until you end up in St Mungos - either the 
mental ward or the mortuary.’ 


James' raw eyes looked directly at Remus’ and flickered side to side trying to process exactly what 
Remus just said. 


‘Are you saying -’ he rasped. 


‘That you should go to Dumbledore? Yes,’ Remus said earnestly. He had never seen James Potter 
look this scared, this vulnerable. This wasn't the James he knew. 


‘But that is an act of unforgivable betrayal!’ James said, astonished at Remus' suggestion. 


‘And what about you?’ Remus whispered. “Are you willing to let yourself sink further and further 
into madness over all of this?’ 


‘But Sirius -’ 


‘- Needs help. A lot of help. By telling Dumbledore, he can get the help he needs.’ 


“What if he gets sent to Azkaban?’ 


‘Oh, I’m sure that won't happen. He is only sixteen. They will sympathise with him, I’m sure.’ he 
said softly and convincingly. 


Remus felt bad for manipulating James this way when he was so vulnerable, but Sirius needed to 
pay for what he did, and James needed his sanity back. 


‘Do you - Do you feel able to talk about this again today?’ Remus asked, his voice full of 
compassion. “To tell Dumbledore what you told me?’ 


James heard the distant echo of voices through the rhythmic drum that resonated in his ears. His 
chest pained as his heart punched against his ribs while he sat in the large circular room of the 
Headmaster’s office. His vision was unfocused, skin feverish and tanned hands were shaking in his 
lap. Remus had lied to him, made him think that everything would be ok with Sirius, that they 
would just give him a slap on the wrist and get him some help. 


Remus tried to tell what had happened, but he gave the bare minimum in details as his face paled. 
Dumbledore then turned to James and convinced him to hand over the memory of what had 
happened that day, to show him if he can’t tell the story again. James agreed. He didn't think he 
could retell what happened again, as much as Remus had made him think he could. 


Dumbledore disappeared into the pensive for five minutes. His skin was like sour milk when he 
returned from the memory, made a duplicate and returned it to James, thanking him. He sent 
Fawkes away with a piece of parchment. Dumbledore had seen everything. 


The sharp knock on the door made James jump out of his reverie. Hazel eyes scanned the room, 
next to him was Remus (who had a ‘please, forgive me,’ look in his eyes), behind Dumbledore 
(who wore the most serious look he had ever seen, no twinkle in his eye, nothing) and his throne- 
like chair were two men from the Auror department, stood tall and stoic, with their shoulders back 
and hands clasped behind their backs. 


Small flecks of dust danced around in the beam of the midday sun that penetrated Dumbledore's 
window. Fawkes sat in the back of the room clicking his golden beak sporadically. ‘Enter,’ 
Dumbledore said contemptuously. 


Remus glanced over as the door slowly opened and in walked a confused looking Sirius Black. 
Grey eyes swept the scene before him, lingering on the two men behind Dumbledore. 


‘What - What’s going on? Has something happened?’ He now sounded concerned. 


‘I see you received my owl, thank you for coming back so promptly.’ Dumbledore said, ‘Please, sit 
down, Mr Black.’ 


Sirius swallowed and moved further into the room, ‘Is everything ok at home, James? Is it your 
mum, is she ok?’ He asked as he lowered himself into the chair the headmaster gestured at; James 
didn't look at him, he kept his eyes on the floor. 


‘James? Remus?’ He looked over to the other boy when James said nothing, Remus also said 
nothing. He then turned to look at the headmaster. ‘Sir?’ 


‘Mr Black, do you have any idea of why I might have called you here?’ Dumbledore asked over his 
half-moon glasses. 


Sirius slowly shook his head. 


‘We have received information,’ Dumbledore continued, “of something of which may have 
contributed to the death of Severus Snape.’ Sirius glanced at James and Remus, then back to the 
headmaster. 


‘Oh? I don’t see how this is relevant to us?’ Sirius said, confused. 


Dumbledore smiled. The smile unnerved Remus, sent a shiver down his spine and made the hairs 
stand on end. 


“Will you tell me about the events that transpired on the 18th of June, after your OWL’s?’ 


‘Nothing much. We went to the lake to sit in the sun, spoke about the Defense exam, and studied a 
bit more for the Transfiguration exam that was next. After Transfiguration, we went to dinner and 
then back to the common room.’ Remus had to hand it to Sirius, he was very convincing, didn’t 
break a sweat, and held Dumbledore's gaze without a trace of wobble in his voice. 


‘Nothing else happened?’ 


‘No, Sir.” Dumbledore arched his brow. 


‘Mr Black,’ one of the Aurors standing behind Dumbledore spoke now, his voice was deep and 
authoritative, ‘Mr Potter here has provided us with a memory.’ Sirius's brow wrinkled and he 
glanced at James, who was still fixated on the floor. “On the evening of the 18th, you and Mr 
Potter were with Mr Snape. Where you cast two Unforgivable curses and then raped Mr Snape.’ 


Sirius sat there, mouth open. He whipped his head around to James. He spoke, his voice dark, and 
his eyes flashed menacingly, ‘You fucking wanker! You TRAITOR! You -’ 


‘So you do not deny any of this happened?’ The Auror said and Sirius paused. ‘Mr Black, you are 
under arrest for one count of rape, one count of manslaughter, and two counts of using an 
Unforgivable Curse.’ 


‘NO!’ he screamed, his face demented, and stood, his chair toppled back from the force. The 
Aurors stepped around the desk and took hold of his arms. 


“You do not have to say anything -’ 
‘James!’ Sirius screamed as he fought out of the Aurors' hold. “You will get yours, James!’ 


‘But anything you do say may be held against you.’ 


‘GET OFF ME!’ he growled as the Aurors dragged Sirius over to the fireplace. 


James's face fell in his hands the moment Sirius was Flooed out of the room, the echoes of his 
protests echoed in James’s head. 


There was silence. No one spoke for what felt like a very very long time. Remus silently begged 
Dumbledore to go easy on James. He was thankful that the Aurors hadn't taken him away for 
accessory to Sirius’ crimes. 


‘James,’ Dumbledore finally spoke, soothingly, “I understand that what you are going through 
right now is a big thing. But you must understand the severity of what has happened. Whilst you 
did not perform the acts, you stood by silently.” James had not looked up, Remus saw his shoulders 
shuddering slightly. 


‘However,’ Dumbledore continued, “you have shown that you did not intend for Mr Black to go as 
far as he did. That you tried to pull him away and to leave Severus alone. You have shown your 
remorse. What you have done tonight takes a great deal of bravery.’ 


“You stood up against your best friend, that is not an easy thing to do, that takes immense courage’ 
James looked up, his eyes red-rimmed. “You are saved from expulsion because of your remorse 
and honesty.’ Remus let out a long deep breath of relief. 


‘However, you will be suspended until after the Christmas holidays, and stripped of any future 
school privileges.’ James nodded slowly. “You will not leave your parent's house during that time, 
and you will be supplied help from a mind healer, one will be sent to your home twice weekly.’ 


"Headmaster, there is one more thing you must learn about Sirius,’ Remus said with more 
confidence than he felt. Dumbledore rose an intrigued brow. James looked at him in horror, 
silently begging him not to tell. Telling Dumbledore Sirius was an Animagus meant Remus could 
get in a lot of trouble, that he had betrayed Dumbledores trust and the safety he put in place for the 
school, but he had no choice. 


‘Sir, Sirius is... he is an unregistered Animagi in the form of a very large black dog.’ 


4th November 1977 


Sirius Black, the oldest son of Orion and Walburga Black, imprisoned this week! 


Sirius Black was arrested on the Ist of November for using multiple 
Unforgivable Curses and raping a fellow student on the 18th of June. On the 3rd 
of November, coincidently the day Black came of age, he was sentenced to life in 

Azkaban... Full story on page 5. 


Remus folded up the paper and laid it gently beside an empty bowl as he sat with Peter in the 
nearly silent Great Hall, as everyone around them read the same article. Gasps of shock and 
mumbles of disbelief floated around the room and he and Peter received pitying looks as if it was 
either of them who had been cursed and raped. Regulus Black had been removed from the school 
two days after Sirius’ arrest and, if rumours were correct, was transferred to Durmstrang. Everyone 
asked about James's disappearance, where had he gone, and wondered if he had been arrested too. 
Dumbledore told anyone who asked that James was given special permission to be at home to 
spend the last few weeks with his terminally ill mother. 


Remus had owled James every few days, but the owls were returned with unread letters. He knew 
James would forgive him, eventually. 


2nd _ January 1978 


‘James?’ Remus called tentatively into the dark room he shared with his fellow Gryffindor. 


James was on his bed, laying on his side, seemingly asleep. Just as Remus was about to leave, 
James rolled over onto his back and looked at him. 


‘Alright, Moony,’ James said with the first honest smile Remus had seen in months. Relief washed 
over Remus. James had forgiven him. 


James returned to school via Portkey, and he had gone straight to his room. After dinner, Remus 
went and sought him out. 


Remus smiled at him and moved further into the room. ‘How are you?’ he asked. James shrugged. 


‘Alright, I suppose. You?’ 


“Yeah, not bad. How’s your mum? 


‘She’s well,’ James smiled. Remus went to sit on James’s bed. 


‘James - I -’ Remus began but paused. 


‘Remus, thank you,’ James said honestly. Remus glanced at James with a rush of affection. 


The two boys laid squashed together on the four-poster bed for some hours speaking about their 
Christmases, but most of all the help James received. Two times a week, a mind healer visited; 
which would last for the duration of the school year. James could now sleep through most nights 
and got over the habit of scrubbing his hands. James was slowly learning to live with the guilt of 
Snape's death; he no longer felt as though he was drowning. 


James still refused to resume potions, as he simply couldn't go near that classroom. James also 
recognised that going to Dumbledore about Sirius was the right thing to do, as much as it killed 
him to do it. For the first time in a long time, he felt at ease. Neither he nor Remus mentioned or 
even hinted at Sirius Black. 


James received looks of sympathy from every direction over the weeks, Even Lily sent him looks 
of sorrow during classes. He hated it. He didn't want their sympathy! He spent most of his free 
time with Remus in their dormitory. Peter had found other friends, Slytherin friends, now that 
Sirius had gone, and James was no longer the biggest bully in the playground. So they hardly saw 
him outside of class. 


Around March, Lily started talking to him, commenting that he had changed. She mentioned that 
he kept his head down and stopped bullying people. And without Sirius at his side, he was 
different. She even hinted that maybe she might agree to a date. But James told her that he wasn't 
ready for that right now. Right now he had to concentrate on himself only. Maybe in year seven. 


20th June 1978 


Albus Dumbledore and Cornelius Fudge stepped through the grimy doors of Azkaban prison. Cold 
and misery seeped through to the core of their bones as they walked. The unnatural cold began to 
steal over them as they strode towards a specific cell. Two flights of stairs up, one lengthy corridor 
down, Dumbledore and Fudge found the cell they required. 


Dumbledore peered through the door at the man in the corner of the dark and damp cell. He sat 
hunched over, hugging his knees close to his skinny chest and rocked slowly back and forth, his 


eyes fixed on the floor. 


Dumbledore’s eyes swept the small room, ‘Where is his bed?’ He asked Fudge. Sirius glanced up 
when he heard the voice, but his glazed eyes did not focus on the door. 


The usual handsome boy had a mass of filthy, matted hair, and his skin was waxy. 


‘They told me they took it away, he kept destroying it in moments of violent rages,’ Fudge replied. 
Sirius snarled at the door. 


"He's a very angry boy, Cornelius,’ Dumbledore commented, nodding toward Sirius. “He seeks 
revenge on those he believes betrayed him.’ 


Sirius rocked back and forth, faster now, ‘He’s at Hogwarts, he’s at Hogwarts,’ he growled to 
himself over and over again. 


End Notes 


I wrote this story because I wanted to read a dark story where Snape kills himself and James 
and Sirius have to deal with the consequences. But could not find that, So wrote one 
myself. 


I did feel bad for James many times during this. 


Kudos and Review. Thank you for reading 


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work! 


